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We crept out into the cold morning one by one. Thick
fog hid the world and we saw nothing. But presently it
lifted and we saw her, tiny and far off,, hull down upon the
horizon where the long headland, on which was our deserted
camp, ran out into the sea. That little familiar shape was
help and home and friends. There were people just over
there, and yet so far away, whose every movement and turn
of speech was as intimately known to us as our own and
almost part of ourselves. Over there were the scenes that
were part of our lives. There was the window where the
Chief Engineer would be standing, almost certainly, at this
moment, looking perhaps at these very mountain slopes
behind our beach. The unmelodious maniac chorus of the
cooks was probably now filling the air from the galley, if we
could only hear it. Just there was my cabin exactly as I had
left it with all my books, my boots and shoes in a row, my
clothes hanging on their pegs. But I myself, the lord of that
diminutive fuggy domain, here helpless and lost on this
beach.
Distance gave to the little shape on the horizon the
appearance of frozen and sluggish inaction. Nothing
seemed to be happening. Through glasses we could see no
figures moving on deck. We supposed they would be
searching our camp. An hour or two would pass, no doubt,
before they realized we were missing. Then they would
begin to search for us, we thought. But after an hour, two,
three, four hours, nothing had happened. She lay tiny and
remote and lifeless, a little grey familiar far-off shape, the
shape of hope.
<e Well. We must just wait till they spot us," we told each
other presently. " It can't be long now.5' And on the
shingle we sat down and watched in silence, a row of anxious
eyes trained on that distant but unattainable goal.
** Anything happening? "
" I can't see."
" Light a flare.    They might spot it."